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PREFACE. 

I  FEEL  it  would  not  be  right  to  submit  this  Play  to  the 
Public  without  expressing  my  grateful  thanks  to  Messrs.  Euri- 
pides, Shakspere,  and  Crebillon,  and  Lord  Tennyson,  for  their 
valuable  suggestions. 

J.  D.  M.  P. 


PERFORMED   AT 

ST.     HUGH'S    COLLEGE,     OXFORD, 
IN     1912 


CHARACTERS   OF  THE   PLAY. 

PLEISTHKNKS,  a  Don  of  Atlantis  University,  disguised  as  Bootes. 

ARTEMESIA,  wife  to  Pleisthenes,  disguised  as  Sappho. 

CLYTEMNESTRA,  Head  of  Minerva's  Hall,  Atlantis. 

AGENOR,  a  Lecturer  front  Bostonia. 

CHLORIS,  disguised  as  Zenobia,  a  Chaperone. 

ISMENIA,  a  Student  of  Minerva's  Hall. 

CHORUS  OF  WOMEN  STUDENTS,  WITH  THEIR  LEADER. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  Minerva's  Hall,  Atlantis.  The  play  was  first 
acted  in  the  second  year  that  St.  Hugh's  won  the  Tennis  Cup  (A.D. 
1912).  Pyntbershaw  was  first;  no  one  else  dared  to  compete. 


Pleisthenes  and  Artemesia. 

The  scene  represents  the  Library  of  Minerva's  Hall, 
Atlantis.  There  are  six  chairs  for  the  CHORUS. 
The  LEADER  of  the  CHORUS  is  discovered  alone. 
She  calls  the  CHORUS,  who  enter  one  by  one. 

LEADER. 

Ye  studious  maids  of  great  Minerva's  Hall, 
Come  let  us  sing  our  labours,  one  and  all. 

FIRST  MAIDEN. 
Literae  Humaniores, 
These  are  the  things  that  most  I  praise. 
Essays  on  Classical  History — 
Theses  on  Moral  Philosophy— 
Herodotos  and  Demosthenes — 
Plato  and  also  Euripides 
Where  are  the  pleasures  in  life  like  these  ? 

SECOND  MAIDEN. 

Thermo-Dynamics  I  hate  and  abhor, 
Conies  and  Statics  and  many  things  more ! 
But  O  the  ardour  of  my  affection 
For  beasts'  insides  and  for  vivisection! 

THIRD  MAIDEN. 

Pratst  thou  of  vivisection  here? 
Conic  Sections  are  far  more  dear! 


2         PLEISTHENES  AND  ARTEMESIA. 

*-*, 

The  Integrating  Factor  /x — 
These  are  some  of  the  minor  toys, 
That  Mathematica  enjoys! 

FOURTH  MAIDEN. 

What  student  here  so  dull  encumbers 
Her  speech  with  inharmonious  numbers  ? 
I  sing  the  classic  Muse  of  France, 
Whose  ordered  logic  doth  entrance. 
I  sing  of  dialectal  traits, 
Of  Norman  and  of  Picard  lays ! 

FIFTH  MAIDEN. 

Flaunt  not  thy  flimsy  Gallic  tongue ! 
To  nobler  strains  my  harp  is  strung. 
The  French  might  write  till  all  is  blue, 
And  not  produce  a  Faust,  Part  II ! 
While  Schiller's  Conception  of  Poetry  is 
So  very  suggestive  of  Metaphys ! 
And  Ablaut-series,  and  dear  b — 
These  be  the  soul-lifting  joys  for  me! 

SIXTH  MAIDEN. 
Silence,    unpatriotic   Maids,    who   prate   in   foreign 

tongue ! 
I  sing  of  all  the  lovely  lays  that  British  Bards  have 

sung! 
Of   Shakspere,    Chaucer,    Wordsworth,    Pope,    and 

Edgar  Allen  Poe, 

I  know  as  much  as  any  man  has  any  need  to  know. 
And  rolling  periods  of  prose,  from  Euphues  to  Pater, 
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I've  swallowed  all  the  weighty  tomes  extant  in  Alma 

Mater. 
And  when  it  comes  to  Early  Texts,  and  tricksy  ways 

of  p 

I  knew  as  much  as  N  -  p  -  -  r  the  day  that  I  was  born ! 

[She  goes  out. 

CHORUS. 

Behold,  she  calmly  glideth  to  her  Viva! 
She  needs  no  Hermes'  Moly  to  revive  her. 

LEADER. 

Now  silence,  all  ye  puny  maids, 
Who  wander  in  inferior  shades ! 
The  Muse  of  History,  Clio,  she 
Is  sovereign  reigning  Muse  to  me! 
Of  Pol.  Econ.  and  Poli.  Sci. 
Now  who  doth  know  as  much  as  I  ? 
Of  Manors  I  have  discourse  made 
Puts  V  -  n  -  gr  -  d  -  ff  in  the  shade ! 
I  know  all  this,  but  aid  me,  Fates ! 
To  master  those — unpleasant — Dates ! 
But  come,  ye  Maids,  our  Coachings  all  draw  near 
And  fill  each  unprepared  heart  with  fear ! 
Now  sit  we  down,  for,  by  the  Set  of  Sun, 
Each  essay,  paper,  problem,  must  be  done. 

[The  MAIDENS  of  the  CHORUS  sit,  and  become 
lost  in  study.  ARTEMESIA,  as  SAPPHO,  in 
deep  mourning,  and  ISMENIA,  come  in. 

ARTEMESIA. 

Ismenia,  I  have  loved  thee  from  the  first, 
And  am  constrained  to  tell  thee  all  my  woe. 
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Know,  then,  that  I  do  wear  these  doleful  weeds 

In  memory  of  my  husband  Pleisthenes, 

Immersed  in  Stygian  waters  of  the  Cher 

And  none  to  help.     The  wet  weeds  pulled  him  down; 

I,  desolate,  upon  the  reedy  bank, 

With  starting  eyes  beheld  his  horrid  fate ! 

[She  bursts  into  tears. 
ISMENIA. 
Ah  me!  the  Fates  indeed  do  press  thee  sore! 

ARTEMESIA  (growing  gradually  calmer). 
Not  only  was  my  husband  reft  from  me, 
But  all  the  income  to  supply  my  needs. 
Three  hundred  paltry  pounds  alone  remained ; 
These  I  determined  that  I  would  devote 
To  dwell  awhile  in  academic  halls 
And  woo  the  tricksy  Muse  of  History, 
With  Pol.  Econ.  and  Sci.,  her  'tendant  nymphs. 
Whereby  the  autumn  of  my  life's  insured 
'Gainst  pressing  penury's  unpleasant  pangs. 

ISMENIA. 
Well  hast  thou  done,  and  thou  shalt  get  a  First! 

[They  go  out. 
CHORUS. 

Ah  me,  herein  we  see  the  seeds  of  woe ! 
I  fear  that  all  things  will  not  rightly  go ! 
[PLEISTHENES  comes  in,  disguised  as  BOOTES, 
with  a  Pot  of  Blacking  and  a  Blacking- 
brush. 

BOOTES. 

Me,  Pleisthenes,  reft  from  the  awful  deep, 
Ye  here  behold,  thus  clad  in  slavish  weeds; 
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Though  all  my  little  world  doth  deem  me  dead. 
For  when  the  billowy  Cher  engulfed  me  down, 
And  Artemesia  stood  with  blinded  eyes 
Thick  with  her  tears,  there  came  a  swift  canoe 
And  snatched  me  by  the  hair  from  watery  grave. 
Long  time  I  hover'd  between  life  and  death, 
Not  knowing  my  identity  or  name. 
When  I  recovered  I  had  lost  my  job — 
Don  was  I  fiere,  and  lecturer  in  Greats — 
A  meaner  man  they  took  to  fill  my  place, 
And  I  was  beggared  in  a  hard,  cold  world; 
My  wife  had  fled,  they  knew  not  when  or  where. 

CHORUS. 

We  pity  thee,  good  youth,  thy  lot  is  sad ! 
We  scarcely  wonder  thou  art  somewhat  mad ! 

BOOTES. 

Yet  'neath  the  awful  batterings  of  Fate 
I  never  faltered  in  my  manly  pride ! 
By*  strict  inquiries  I  did  ascertain 
That  Artemesia,  my  scarce-won  bride, 
Had  veiled  her  widowed  head  in  classic  shades. 
I  had  no  cash  wherewith  to  nourish  her; 
So  now  in  humble  guise  to  black  her  boots 
I  do  aspire;  and,  if  I  win  this  place, 
'Tis  my  intent  as  Bootes  to  remain, 
Until  by  honest  toil  with  boots  and  knives 
I  win  enough  to  strew  her  path  with  gold. 

LEADER. 

Well  hast  thou  done,  worthy  a  noble  wife, 
And  mayst  thou  bravely  bear  the  boot-boy's  life  1 
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But  who  comes  here?     Tis  Clytemnestra,  she 
Who  rules  these  classic  halls  in  majesty. 

[CLYTEMNESTRA  comes  in. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Fair  youth,  thy  face  doth  like  me.     Who  art  thou 
Who  boldly  dar'st  invade  our  maiden  halls 

BOOTES. 

Hail !  mighty  queen  of  learning's  fair  abode ! 
Thou  see'st  here  a  man  wave-tossed  by  fate. 
Let  me  black  boots,  for  I  will  black  them  well, 
Until  they  shall  reflect  they  gracious  face. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Rise  up,  fair  youth,  I  grant  thee  thy  request; 
Thou  shalt  receive  a  princely  salary; 
Now  get  thee  gone  to  regions  'neath  the  stairs. 

[He  goes  out. 

Well  shall  he  serve  me,  both  in  knives  and  boots ; 
Yet  this  employ  doth  shame  his  princely  mien. 
Be  still,  my  fluttering  heart !     This  must  not  be ! 

[She  stands  aside  in  thought. 

CHORUS. 

Beware,  fair  Queen, 
Things  are  not  as  they  seem, 
Thickens  the  plot, 
Jove's  anger  is  hot, 
Thou  shalt  go  through  a  lot. 

[AGENOR  comes  in,  in  academic  dress. 

AGENOR. 

Ye  studious  maids  of  grave  Minerva's  shrine 
Tell  me,  I  pray,  where  is  your  reverend  Head  ? 


PLEISTHENES  AND  ARTEMESIA.          7 

CHORUS. 
Yonder  she  stands,  lost  in  deep  pondering  thought. 

AGENOR. 
Hail,  Clytemnestra,  learning's  sovereign  Queen ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Hail  to  thee,  youthful  Sage,  for  such  thou  seemst. 

AGENOR. 

I  am  the  lecturer  thou  didst  command 
From  fair  Bostonia's  shores. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Welcome  to  thee; 
What  is  thy  parentage  and  family  tree? 

AGENOR. 

Alas,  I  have  none.     Lost  in  early  youth, 
Like  CEdipus  of  yore,  kind  strangers   took 
And  fostered  me;  and  nought  but  this  small  shoe 

[He  draws  from  Iris  bosom  an  infant's  shoe 
of  pink  and  white. 

Remains  as  token  of  my  origin. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
'Tis  small  indeed,  but  hath  a  coronet— 

AGENOR. 
Surmounting  two  initials,  N,  and  M. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ah!  may'st  thou  to  thy  sorrowing  parent's  arms 
Be  swift  restored,  and  to  thy  brethren  all. 
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Now  hie  thee  hence,  for  sober-suited  eve 
Calls  thee  to  lecture  on  the  Rights  of  Man. 

[He  goes  out. 
CHORUS. 

To  lecture  on  the  Rights  of  Man !     I  fear 
That  wrongs  of  men,  yea  many,  will  be  here! 

[CHLORIS  comes  in,  disguised  as  ZENOBIA, 
an  aged  Chaperone. 

CHLORIS. 

Hail  to  thee,  regent  of  Minerva  here, 
For  such  thy  bearing  thee  doth  well  proclaim. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Who  art  thou,  aged  dame,  who  seemst  to  be 
Some  gentlewoman  fall'n  on  evil  days? 

CHLORIS. 

O  Clytemnestra,  I,  indeed  decayed, 
Must  seek  the  chap'rone's  office  at  thy  hands. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Art  thou  the  dame  who  sent'st  thy  references? 

CHLORIS. 
Yea,  such  as  I. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Full  well  thou  lookst  thy  part. 
Now  wait  thou  here  till  thy  first  charge  shall  come. 

[She  goes  out. 
CHORUS. 

Lady,  do  not  lightly  praise  her, 
For  her  sprightly  gait  betrays  her ! 
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When  she  works  thee  endless  woe 
We  shall  say  we  told  you  so ! 

CHLORIS. 

Off  with  ye,  weeds  of  age,  deceptive  veils, 
My  youth  doth  scorn  thee,  glassy  spectacles ! 
Know  that  I,  Chloris,  now  Zenobia  called, 
The  daughter  of  a  hundred  thousand  earls, 
Must  bow  my  haughty  head  and  earn  my  bread. 
O  cursed  beauty!  direful  gift  of  Fate, 
Thou  didst  forbid,  that,  nursery  governess 
To  Smiths  and  Browns,  I  should  wear  out  my  life; 
And  forcedst  wretched  me  to  low  deceit, 
In  garb  of  age  to  play  the  chaperone. 

[She  stands  aside  in  thought. 

CHORUS. 

Unfortunate  girl ! 
Great  is  the  whirl, 
Great  the  confusion, 
Dire  the  contusion, 
Grief  my  voice  smothers! 
Unfortunate  Chloris, 
Thy  destiny  sore  is! 
This  is  the  token 
Two  hearts  must  be  broken, 
Thy  heart  and  another's ! 

LEADER. 
Now  Pleisthenes  below  doth  ply  the  blacking-brush, 

With  liquid  eye; 
Unseen  in  murky  shades  doth  Bootes  bootless  blush; 

None  heeds  his  sigh; 
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Now  radiant  Pleisthenes,  the  offspring  of  a  king, 

Doth  stoop  so  low; 
Low   on   his  sharpening-board   he   hears  the   blunt 

Sees  boots  a-row.  [knives  ring. 

CHORUS. 

Unfortunate  boy, 
Small  is  the  joy, 
Great  is  the  sorrow, 
Which  thou  dost  borrow 
From  thy  coming  hither. 
Doom  hangeth  o'er  thee, 
Doom  is  before  thee, 
Doom  is  behind  thee, 
Dire  Fate  doth  bind  thee— 
Whither,  O  whither? 

[ARTEMESIA  comes  in. 

ARTEMESIA. 
Hail  to  thee,  guardian  of  my  heedless  steps! 

CHLORIS. 

Whom  have  we  here?     O  damsels,  tell  me  nowk 
Falls  madness  on  me  ?  do  my  senses  whirl  ? 
O  Artemesia,  O  my  sister  dear — 
If  such  indeed  thou  art — O  speak  to  me ! 

ARTEMESIA. 

Who  calls  me  Artemesia  in  these  halls? 
Am  I  discovered  ?     Speak,  thou  aged  dame ! 

CHLORIS  (tearing  off  her  disguise). 
Off!  off!  vile  lendings!  that  disguisest  me 
E'en  from  the  eyes  in  mine  own  sister's  head! 
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ARTEMESIA. 

Come  to  my  arms,  O  sister  of  my  heart! 
My  long-lost  Chloris!  do  we  meet  again? 
Happy  this  meeting  which  the  Fates  do  send! 
Hence  to  my  room,  and  cocoa  let  us  drink! 

[They  go  out. 
CHORUS. 

Would  that  this  cocoa  were  a  poisoned  brew, 
To  stop  the  horrid  woe  which  will  ensue! 

[BOOTES  comes  in.     He  prepares  the  room  for 
a  feast  and  then  advances. 

BOOTES. 

These  menial  tasks  I  suffer  for  her  sake. 
I,  who  sometime  was  far-famed  Pleisthenes, 
Must  now  before  a  cook-maid  bow  my  head — 
A  grimy  tyrant,  one  who  takes  delight 
To  heap  on  me  the  tasks  herself  should  do. 
The  very  housemaids  flout  me  to  my  face, 
And  she  who  does  the  grates  makes  mock  of  me. 
The  butcher-boy  upon  his  morning  round 
Cries  out  in  ribald  tones,  '  What  cheer,  O  Boots  ?  ' 
How  boils  my  azure  blood  to  suffer  this!    .  .  . 
But  down,  my  heart!  for  I  must  hold  my  peace. 

[He  retires.     ARTEMESIA  and  ISMEOTA  come  in. 

ARTEMESIA. 

Ismenia,  I  have  been  to  lectures  three 
Within  a  certain  college  dinlng-hall; 
But  not  one  word  of  them  I  understood; 
The  air  was  thick  with  dinners  dead  and  gone, 
The  windows  sealed  since  mighty  Alfred's  time. 


u        PLEISTHENES  AND  ARTEMESIA. 

CHORUS. 
Unif!    Unif!  (shudderingly). 

ISMENIA. 

'Tis  this  they  call  Minerva's  atmosphere  .  .  . 
But  see  where  mighty  Clytemnestra  comes, 
And  Agenor  behind  her — handsome  man! 

[CLYTEMNESTRA  comes  in;  she  is  followed  by 
CHLORIS,  disguised,  and  AGENOR.  BOOTES 
presents  cups  of  coffee  to  CLYTEMNESTRA, 
CHLORIS  and  ISMENIA.  As  he  approaches 
ARTEMESIA,  AGENOR  takes  the  cup,  and 
himself  presents  it  to  her.  BOOTES  retires 
in  suppressed  grief. 

AGENOR  (to  ARTEMESIA). 
Fair  maid,  the  blossom  of  this  classic  clime, 
Queen-rose  among  Minerva's  rosebuds  fair, 
Wilt  deign  t'accept  this  coffee  at  my  hand? 

ARTEMESIA. 
Thy  hand,  fair  sir,  improves  the  coffee's  taste! 

BOOTES. 
Ye  Furies!     Jealousy  doth  gnaw  my  heart! 

ARTEMESIA  (perceiving  his  emotion). 
Methinks  yon  menial  wears  a  sullen  air; 
See  how  he  eyes  me!   it  doth  like  me  not. 

[BOOTES,  fearing  to  be  discovered,  suppresses 
his  emotion;  he  takes  the  empty  cups  from 
the  hands  of  the  guests. 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Before  renowned  Agenor  doth  steal 
Our  charmed  senses  with  the  Rights  of  Man, 
'Twere  well  to  breathe  awhile  the  evening  air. 

[CLYTEMNESTRA  and  the  guests  go  out.  BOOTES, 
with  a  gesture  of  despair,  follows,  bearing 
the  banquet. 

CHORUS. 
Ah,  breathe  the  evening  breezes  while  ye  may! 

Ye  sRall  not  breathe  them  long. 
For  you,  ill-fated,  dawns  no  second  day, 

Nor  sounds  the  breakfast-gong!  ^ 

Swift  shall  ye  find 
Fates  are  unkind! 
Furies  uprear 
Their  serpentine  hair! 

Your  Fate  to  me  hath  an  evil  seeming, 
As  one  who  tosseth  in  restless  dreaming! 

[BOOTES  returns,  bearing  many  boots,  among 
them  ARTEMESIA 's. 

BOOTES. 

Now  hither  do  I  bend  my  weary  steps 
That  I  may  kiss  the  ground  where  late  she  stood ! 
Let  me  lay  down  the  symbols  of  my  toil, 
All  saving  hers !  the  finest  of  the  lot ! 
And,  ere  I  seek  the  murky  boot-hole's  shade, 

[He  raises  the  boots  aloft  in  supplication. 
(".rant  me,  ye  Fates,  a  moment's  breathing-space. 
That  I  may  kiss  my  loved  one's  hockey  boots ! 

[He  falls  on  one  knee,  pressing  the  boots  to  his 
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lips.  ARTEMESIA  comes  in,  bearing  a 
Seven-Pound  Pot  of  Oxford  Marmalade. 
She  does  not  see  BOOTES  at  first. 

ARTEMESIA. 

This  marmalade  of  Cooper's  finest  brand, 
Which  late  adorned  our  rustic  river-feast, 
I  will  restore  unto  the  cook-maid's  care. 

[She  sees  BOOTES,  but  without  recognising  him 

for  PLEISTHENES. 

But  ha !  what  have  we  here  ?     Some  menial  swain 
Presumptuous  kissing  here  a  student's  boots? 
Ye  gods !  my  boots !     It  shall  not  be  endured ! 
What  dost  thou  here  ?  (to  BOOTES)  Come,  take  this 

marmalade 
And  bear  it  to  the  limbo  where  thou  dwell'st! 

[BOOTES  takes  the  Pot.    As  ARTEMESIA  turns 
to  go,  he  kisses  it  and  sneezes  violently. 
She  returns,  and  speaks  with  agitation. 
What  do  I  hear?       Down,  down,  my  trembling 

heart ! 

'Twas  ever  thus  my  Pleisthenes  would  sneeze 
When  he  approached  a  Pot  of  Marmalade ! 
Speak!   speak!   (to  BOOTES)  I  charge  thee!     Art 

thou  man  or  shade 
That  sneezest  so  like  my  dead  Pleisthenes  ? 

BOOTES  (putting  an  iron  restraint  on  his  feelings). 
I  crave  thy  pardon,  Madam;  it  were  best— 

ARTEMESIA. 

Subjunctive  mood!     Then  thou  no  menial  art! 
Thou  art,  thou  art,  my  Pleisthenes  indeed !  (wildly). 


PLEISTHENES  AND  ARTEMESIA.        15 

BOOTES  (throwing  caution  to  the  winds). 
Then  speak,  my  bursting  heart!     I  can  no  more 
Keep  silence !     O  my  Artemesia !     [They  embrace. 

ARTEMESIA. 

Ah  joy  and  rapture !     Now  no  more  need  I 
Betake  me  to  the  stuffy  lecture-room, 
But,  at  the  side  of  my  dear  Pleisthenes, 
Become  once  more  a  happy  blooming  bride ! 

[She  catches  sight  of  her  mourning  attire. 
I  i;o  at  once  to  change  these  weeds  of  woe! 

[She  turns  to  go. 
BOOTES. 

Stop!    stop!    upon  thy  life!     Alas  the  day, 
That  to  thy  sorrow  I  must  tell  thee  this ! 
We  have  no  cash  to  live  on,  Artemese! 
Lost  is  my  lectureship!     And  we  should  starve 
Did  I  not  labour  in  these  slavish  weeds ! 
Therefore  I  charge  thee  now,  upon  thy  life, 
That  thou  reveal  not  my  identity! 
Thou  must  remain  a  student,  I  a  slave, 
And  neither  speak  to  other    One  last  kiss! 

[They  embrace.    CLYTEMNESTRA  comes  in. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Abandoned  female !     What  do  I  behold  ? 

[BOOTES  and  ARTEMESIA  start  apart  in  horror. 

CHORUS. 

Thou  see'st  a  sight  that  well  may  work  thee  woe  I 
Thou  see'st  the  toils  of  Destiny  drawn  close 
About  the  victims'  necks,  and,  ah  me!    oh! 
Short  time  shall  all  thy  misery  disclose! 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Thee,  villain!     I  will  deal  with  later  on! 
How  ugly  shows  ingratitude  in  thee, 
Whom  I  had  taken  to  my  woman's  heart! 

[BOOTES  casts  a  wild  look  around;  then,  realiz- 
ing his  impotence,  he  goes  out  with  the 
boots. 

Thou,  viper  and  no  student,  hear  me  now! 
Thou  blot  upon  our  academic  halls! 
Thou  who  dost  waste  the  precious  hours  of  work 
In  trifling  with  a  low-born  boot-boy's  heart! 
Hence !     Get  thee  from  my  sight !     Defile  no  more 
Minerva's  precincts  with  thy  serpent's  tooth! 

ARTEMESIA  (aside). 
Down,  down,  my  secret !  burst  not  from  my  lips ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Hence !  hence !     Go  down !     Dost  understand  me, 

girl? 

Thy  baggage  pack  with  all  imagined  speed, 
And  never  see  me  more!     Hence!   no  delay! 

ARTEMESIA  (aside). 
Ah,  Pleisthenes!     This  do  I  bear  for  thee! 

[She  goes  out. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What,  have  I  set  my  love  on  this  vile  slave, 
And  he  declines  upon  a  mere  green  girl  ? 
And  yet  my  sober  charms  are  well  preserved  .  .  . 
He  will  forget  her  when  she  has  gone  down 
And  I  will  swift  supplant  her  in  his  heart. 
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[She  goes  out.      There  is  a  long  silence,  the 
CHORUS  being  lost  in  study. 

LEADER. 

Arise,  arise!  the  lyric's  time  has  come! 
Is  it  a  Chorus'  duty  to  be  dumb? 

CHORUS  (hastily). 

Dark  and  more  dark 
Groweth  the  thunder-cloud! 

Hearken,  O  hark! 
List  to  the  thunder  loud! 

Lightnings  do  flash ! 

Thunderings  crash ! 

O  what  a  hash ! 

Soon  comes  the  smash ! 

[The  maidens  of  the  CHORUS  fall  to  the  ground  crying 
Crash !     Crash !     Crash ! 

[CHLORIS  comes  in;  she  removes  her  disguise  to  read 
a  letter. 

CHLORIS  (reading). 

4  Sweet  sister,  this  I  write  in  haste  to  thee. 
Strange  are  the  Fates!     Bootes  is  Pleisthenes! 
We  were  discovered  in  a  fond  embrace — 
I  am  sent  down — Prithee  reveal  it  not, 
But  come  and  help  me  pack.     Thine  Artemese.' 
[She  bursts  into  tears;  AGENOR  comes  in. 

AGENOR. 

How  lovely  seems  this  maiden  to  mine  eyes! 
But  who  is  she?     I  marked  her  not  before, 
Yet  is  her  form  familiar  .      .  God  of  Love  I 
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How  swift  thine  arrows  smite  my  manly  heart  I 

[He  approaches  CHLORIS. 
Fairer  than  tongue  can  utter,  why  these  tears? 

CHLORIS. 
Alas,  sweet  sir,  I  many  troubles  have ! 

AGENOR. 
Ah,  let  me  kiss  the  tear  drops  from  those  eyes ! 

CHLORIS. 
Most  willingly;  I  long  have  loved  thee  well! 

AGENOR. 
What,  did'st  thou  know  me  when  I  knew  not  thee  ? 

CHLORIS. 

Hast  thou  not  marked  an  aged  chaperone 
In  sober  garb  and  inky  goggles  clad  ? 
That  same  was  I. 

AGENOR. 

O  mighty  God  of  Love! 

Dost  thou,  being  blind,  thus  blind  thy  votaries  ? 
Did  I,  like  senseless  savage,  who  doth  gaze 
On  shrouding  clouds,  declare  no  moon  was  there 
And  feed  my  soul  on  meaner  beauties'  sight? 

CHLORIS. 

Alas,  thou  must  continue  so  to  do; 
For,  were  my  youth  and  heedlessness  made  known, 
No  longer  might  I  play  the  chaperone, 
And  penury's  chill  days  would  come  again. 
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AGENOR. 
Then  shall  not  Clytemnestra  know  our  love? 

CHLORIS. 

On  no  account!     I  rather  would  beseech 
That  thou  would'st  make  some  show  of  courtesy 
To  other  maids.     My  sister  Artemese, 
Whom  thou  dost  know  as  Sappho  in  these  halls — 
I  pray  thee,  Agenor,  make  love  to  her — 
I  will  explain  her  all  the  circumstance. 

AGENOR. 

I  can  refuse  thee  nothing;  yet  how  lame 
Shall  be  the  compliments  I  make  to  her! 
Come,  le/  us  seek  the  garden's  shady  walks. 

CHLORIS. 
Not  so,  for  sorrowing  Sappho  needs  my  aid. 

AGENOR. 
Then  will  I  walk  alone  and  dream  of  theel 

[They  go  out  through  several  doors  with  the 
Parting  Look. 

CHORUS. 

Unhappy  love !  unhappy  hate ! 
O  thousandfold  unhappy  Fate! 
Thou,  Chloris,  seeking  woes  to  mend, 
Hast  caused  muddles  without  end ! 
[BOOTES  comes  in,  transported  with  joy,  bearing  a 
letter. 

BOOTES. 

Oh,  where  has  now  my  Artemesia  fled? 
I  must  impart  to  her  this  joyful  news! 
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The  college  council  is  not  satisfied 
With  that  dull  witless  wight  who  took  my  place, 
And  thought  to  teach  philosophy  like  me ! 
Therefore  they  write  t'invite  me  back  again. 
O  joy  and  rapture!     Countless  gold  I  see 
Come  rolling  to  my  Artemese  and  me ! 

[CLYTEMNESTRA  comes  in. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Who  makes  this  shouting  in  the  library  ? 
It  is  the  hour  of  silence  in  our  halls! 

BOOTES. 

Hail,  Clytemnestra !  read  this  paper  here, 
And  give  me  my  discharge. 

[CLYTEMNESTRA  reads  the  letter. 

Now  all  my  bliss 
Was  never  like  this ! 
Joy  and  rapture 
I  now  recapture! 
la,  16,  le. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

This  paper  cometh  to  one  Pleisthenes, 
A  don,  a  man  of  deep  philosophy; 
Yet  thou  art  Bootes;  whence  this  mystery? 

BOOTES. 

Know,  Clytemnestra,  I  am  Pleisthenes, 
The  husband  true  of  Artemesia, 
Whom  thou  dost  know  as  Sappho.    Where  is  she  ? 
For  we  must  hand-in-hand  go  forth  to  joy ! 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ye  Furies,  have  I  seized  upon  the  cup, 
To  find  it  full  of  poison?     Pleisthenes, 
Now  fear  my  vengeance,  for  it  shall  be  fell! 

[She  goes  out. 
PLEISTHENES. 

Shall  Pleisthenes  a  woman's  vengeance  fear? 
Her  words  go  by  me  like  the  idle  wind 
That  blows  upon  me  and  I  feel  it  not. 
But  hence!    let  me  away  to  Artemese. 

[He  goes  out. 
CHORUS. 
Speak,  why  camst  thou  hither, 

Bootes  or  Pleisthenes? 
Life's  as  the  flowers  that  wither, 

Foam  on  the  stormy  seas, 
Driven  we  know  not  whither, 

Little  we  know  of  ease. 
Pleisthenes  in  his  attic, 

Changes  his  slavish  rags 
For  garments  more  truly  Attic. 
(Excuse  this  device  dramatic, 

The  tongue  of  the  Chorus  wags 
Till  he's  clad  in  his  garb  ecstatic. 

Covered  with  golden  tags, 
And  much  do  we  know  of  tags). 

A  MAIDEN. 

Now  make  ye  no  error, 
For  pity  and  terror 
Effect  the  katharsis ; 
Not  proper  to  farces, 
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For  tragedy  meet. 
The  lyric  so  sweet 
Relieveth  the  tension, 
Distracts  your  attention 
From  things  before  mentioned. 

CHORUS. 

And,  as  in  our  case, 
Gives  five  minutes'  grace 
To  the  hero  for  changing, 
And  love-locks  arranging. 

[ARTEMESIA,  in  tears,  comes  in  with  a  suit-case.  She 
has  thrown  off  her  mourning.  ISMENIA  is  with 
her. 

ISMENIA. 

Peace,  Artemesia,  what  can  man  avoid 
Whose  end  is  woven  in  the  web  of  Fate  ? 
Short  has  thy  stay  been  in  Minerva's  Halls, 
But  yet  not  uneventful.     In  that  time 
Much  hast  thou  made  of  stir. 

ARTEMESIA. 

Peace,  O  peace! 

Think'st  thou  to  quench  my  bitter  grief  with  words  ? 
Lo!  she  hath  sent  me  from  my  Pleisthenes, 
I  know  not  now  what  harm  may  hap  to  him! 
Ah,  swelling  tears  do  choke  my  utterance  quite ! 

[She  bursts  into  tears;  AGENOR  comes  in. 

AGENOR. 

In  tears  ?    Ah,  fairest  maid,  say,  why  dost  weep  ? 

[ISMENIA  goes  out. 
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ARTEMESIA. 
Alas!  how  can  I  stifle  grief  so  deep? 

AGENOR. 

Stain  not  with  tears  those  limpid  lamps  of  love ! 
[PLEISTHENES,   in   princely   raiment,    his   hair 
bound  with  a  golden  circlet,  comes  in.    He 
overhears  the  last  words,  and  his  old  sus- 
picions awake. 

PLEISTHENES. 
Ha  villain!  dar'st  thou  prate  of  love  to  her? 

[He  snatches  up  the  poker  and  strikes  AGENOR. 
Die,  then!  and  pass  to  gloomy  Tartarus 
E'en  by  this  poker!   for  thy  blood's  too  base 
To  stain  with  purple  patches  my  fair  sword ! 

AGENOR. 

O  I  am  dead  upon  a  dire  mistake! 
Alas,  thou  hast  misconstrued  everything ! 

[He  dies. 
ARTEMESIA. 

Ah,  Pleisthenes,  most  rashly  hast  thou  done! 
He  would  but  comfort  me  in  this  my  grief. 

PLEISTHENES. 

Then  I  repent  me  of  my  frantic  deed, 
And  e'en  will  staunch  his  purple  life  blood's  stream 
With  his  own  kerchief,  having  none  myself. 

[He  searches  for  AGENOR'S  handkerchief,  and 

discovers  the  little  pink  and  white  shoe. 
Ha!   what  is  this?     A  'broidered  N  and  M? 
A  coronet?     Mine  ancestors'  device? 
My  long-lost  brother!     O  my  Pharasman! 
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O  woe  is  me!     I  am  indeed  undone! 
Fate  plants  her  iron  foot  upon  my  neck ! 
The  curse  of  fratricide  hath  stained  our  House ! 
[He  muffles  himself  in  his  mantle  and  stands 
motionless. 

CHORUS. 

O  House  of  Atreus! 
O  wretched  CEdipus! 
Not  thus 
Did  fall  thy  cuss ! 
Ye  had  no  cause  for  making  all  our  fuss ! 

We  go  from  bad  to  wuss ! 
[CHLORIS  comes  in.    She  sees  the  body. 

CHLORIS. 

O  wretched  maiden  I !     What  see  I  here  ? 
My  fairest  Agenor !  my  new  won  love ! 
Lies  stricken,  bleeding,  at  my  hapless  feet! 
O  Tilburina !     O  Ophelia !     Come  I 
Welcome  your  sister  in  distraction! 
Henceforth  I  walk  the  world  with  broken  heart  I 

A  MAIDEN  OF  THE  CHORUS. 
Go,  wretched  maiden,  dress  thee  for  the  part! 

[CHLORIS  goes  out,  mad. 

CHORUS. 
Woe,  alas,  woe! 
First  one  doth  go, 
Then  goeth  another, 
The  sister,  the  brother, 
Yea,  e'en  the  grandmother, 
Woe,  alas,  woe! 
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LEADER. 

Now  stand  not  each  one  staring  like  a  noddy, 
But  quickly  exit,  bearing  out  the  body! 

[The  MAIDENS  of  the  CHORUS  raise  PHARAS- 
MAN;  CLYTEMNESTRA  comes  in  as  they  start. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Stay,  foolish  damsels,  wherefore  bear  ye  hence 
The  Lecturer  from  out  his  Lecture-room? 
Know,  he  was  hired  at  a  vast  expense, 
And  late  imported  from  Bostonia. 

LEADER. 

See,  he  is  dead  as  any  iron  nail 
That  ever  was  in  any  oaken  door. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Go  bear  him  hence ;  his  fate  concerns  not  me. 

PLEISTHENES. 
Damsels,  go  not  alone,  I'll  lend  a  hand. 

[PLEISTHENES  and  the  MAIDENS  of  the  CHORUS 
bear  out  the  body. 

CLYTEMNESTRA  (aside). 
1  have  come  here  for  murder  dark  and  fell. 
(To  ARTEMESIA). 

Come  hither,  Artemese,  and  speak  with  me, 
Come  closer,  child,  and  look  me  in  the  eyes! 
Die,  traitress!     Villain  wife  of  Pleisthenes! 

[She  stabs  ARTEMESIA,  who  falls  and  dies. 
Thou  who  clid'st  get  there  first  and  marry  him! 
The  early  worm  that  did  entice  the  bird ! 


26        PLEISTHENES  AND  ARTEMESIA. 

[She  kneels,  gloating,  beside  the  body.     The 
CHORUS  come  in  hastily. 

CHORUS. 

What  have  we  here? 
We  greatly  fear 
All  is  not  well! 
What  floods  of  gore, 
Yea,  more  and  more, 
Pour  on  the  floor! 
Sad  maid,  farewell ! 

A  MAIDEN. 
We  read  in  Aristotle's  page, 

(Who's  also  called  the  Stagyrite) 
Among  the  other  precepts  sage 

He  offers  to  the  tragi-wright, 
That,  when  the  Chorus  leave  the  stage, 

The  tragedy  can  ne'er  go  right. 

ANOTHER  MAIDEN. 
And  when  we  only  left  the  stage, 

Because  we  thought  it  only  right 
To  carry  off  the  lifeless  sage, 

And  clear  away  all  trace  of  fight — 
This  lady,  in  her  jealous  rage, 

Has  proved  his  wisdom  infinite! 

[During  the  last  words  CLYTEMNESTRA  has  discovered 
a  necklace  about  the  neck  of  ARTEMESIA. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Blood,  wounds  and  thunder!     Will  mine  eyeballs 
This  is  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all !  [burst  ? 
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Look,  look,  upon  her  neck  the  fatal  chain 
Which  shows  my  victim  is  my  daughter's  child ! 

0  wretched  grandam!     Now  senility 

Come  on,  and  drag  my  white  hairs  low  in  death ! 

[She  falls  prone;  PLEISTHENES  returns. 

PLEISTHENES. 

1  have  bestowed  the  luckless  Pharasman  .  .  . 

[He  sees  the  heap.    The  whole  horror  breaks 

on  him  gradually. 

Why  sits  the  beldame  mumbling  on  the  ground  ? 
What  is  that  rigid  form  beside  her  there? 

CHORUS. 
It  is  thy  wife, 
Has  lost  her  life. 

PLEISTHENES. 

Say,  damsels,  who  has  snapped  her  thread  atwain  ? 
Tell  me,  and  he  shall  perish  on  this  sword! 

CHORUS. 
Not  he, 
But  she ! 

She  crouching  there, 
The  criminal  with  hoary  hair! 

PLEISTHENES. 

I  never  slew  a  woman  yet;  but  now 
'Tis  time !     Then  die,  foul  hag  and  traitress  vile ! 

[He  drags  CLYTEMNESTRA  to  her  knees  by  the 
hair  and  stabs  her.  She  fall  forward  and 
dies. 
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CHORUS. 

Now  hast  thou  slain  thy  wife's  own  grandmother! 
Twice  cursed,  assassin  of  thine  only  brother ! 

PLEISTHENES. 
Too  late !  too  late !  why  did'st  not  speak  before  ? 

[He  makes  a  gesture  of  horror  and  falls  prone. 
CHLORIS  enters,  mad,  in  a  black  robe,  her 
hair  wreathed  with  straws. 

CHLORIS. 

Black,  black,  the  sombre  robe  I  wear, 
With  yellow  straws  I  deck  my  hair; 
The  black  denotes  that  I  am  sad, 
The  yellow  straws,  that  I  am  mad. 
They've  slain  my  love,  and  borne  him  far, 
Far,  far  above  the  furthest  star ! 

[PLEISTHENES  rises  to  his  knees  and  presents  the  hilt 
of  his  sword  to  her. 

PLEISTHENES. 

Chloris,  strike  home !     'Tis  I  have  slain  thy  love  1 
Come,  venge  the  stroke  that  slew  thine  intellect ! 

CHLORIS. 

Enough  of  dead !    See,  one,  two,  three,  around ! 
Put  up  thy  sword;  it  hath  an  ugly  look. 

PLEISTHENES. 

O  Chloris,  can'st  thou  then  forgive  the  stroke 
That  all  unwitting  slew  my  long-lost  twin  ? 
Not  so  can  I !     Come,  sword  of  Pleisthenes, 
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Twice  wet  with  blood  of  kindred  all  unknown, 
And  take  the  life  that  Pleisthenes  doth  loathe! 

[He  stabs  himself,  and  falls  dead  on  the  body 
of  ARTEMESIA.     ISMENIA  comes  in. 

ISMENIA. 

Where  is  my  friend,  my  sweetest  Sappho,  where  ? 
Say,  thou  mad  maid,  hast  thou  seen  aught  of  her? 

CHLORIS  (singing). 
They  killed  my  love  with  a  sharp,  sharp  sword — 

Down  he  fell,  down,  a-down! 
They  killed  my  heart  with  the  cruel  word — 

That  he  was  dead  and  gone ! 

ISMENIA. 

Here,  damsels,  doth  my  Sappho  lifeless  lie! 
What  is  the  thing  most  fitting  now  to  do  ? 

CHORUS. 
To  die,  to  die! 

A  MAIDEN. 

We  see  upon  the  classic  stage, 
In  fourteenth  Louis'  golden  age, 
The  Confidante  must  always  do 
Whate'er  her  Mistress  happens  to ! 

ISMENIA. 

Then  will  I  die!  and  thus  I  do  my  part, 
Come,  Bootes'  blade,  and  find  Ismenia's  heart! 

[She  stabs  herself,  and  falls  dead  on  the  body 
of  PLEISTHENES. 
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CHLORIS. 

[During  the  next  speech  she  counts  the  corpses  on  her 
fingers.  The  thumb  seems,  in  her  mind,  to  have 
some  subtle  connection  with  AGENOR,  and  the 
sight  of  it  always  occasions  a  burst  of  tears. 

See  the  corpses  on  the  floor — 
One,  two,  three,  four; 
Fifth,  and  best  of  all,  outside, 
.Who  did  win  me  for  his  bride. 

Tirra  lirra  roundelay! 
What  shall  poor,  poor  Chloris  say  ? 
Might  it  not  be  well  if  six, 

Five,  six — five,  six — 
Hand  in  hand  should  seek  the  Styx  ? 
(singing)    Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer, 

Left  blooming  alone, 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone! 
Gone!  gone!  gone!  gone!  gone! 

[Bursts  into  tears. 

CHORUS. 
She  who  hesitates  is  lost, 

O  maid  wave-tossed ! 
Prithee  do  not  linger, 

Counting  on  thy  finger — 
Face  thy  life  or  lose  it 
Quick !  thy  path !  come  choose  it ! 

CHLORIS. 

O  I  am  weary !     All  the  world  grows  dim ! 
Take  me,  O  Charon!     Ferry  me  to  him! 

[She  expires  quietly  on  the  body  of  ISMENIA. 
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CHORUS. 
Alas !     Alas ! 
It  has  come  to  pass, 
Even  as  we  said! 
All,  all  are  dead, 
Yea,  every  one, 
Ere  Set  of  Sun ! 

LEADER. 

But  peace,  O  peace !     Why  linger  out  this  song  ? 
Bitter  the  fruit  upon  the  tree  of  wrong! 
Now  Clytemnestra  lieth  cold  and  dead, 
And  all  Minerva's  sisterhood  is  sped. 
Now  must  we  seek  each  one  her  ancient  home, 
Borne  in  the  long  ships  o'er  the  curling  foam! 

CHORUS. 

Away  to  the  ships! 
Now  each  one  slips! 
Like  a  bird  from  its  cage ! 
We  are  free,  we  are  free ! 
O  the  bounding  sea ! 
Farewell  to  the  stage! 

[The  CHORUS  goes  out  with  every  sign  of  relief. 
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